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WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT


TO FEAR, WITH LOVE


Helen’s gripping book is a story of addiction in all its forms and will strike a chord with anyone who has found themselves trapped in a damaging relationship.


Monica Long, Development Producer, Comedy Entertainment, Hat Trick Productions


What a page turner. Gripped me from beginning to end. Helen Jane Rose is extremely talented and I can’t wait for her next book. Her characters are so easily identifiable. I couldn’t put the book down! Brilliant.


Hannah Peddar, Production Manager, Have I Got News For You


A captivating story of awakening the power within, breaking the chains of control and living the ultimate experience of love. Wonderfully descriptive and inspirational, Helen Jane Rose has produced an enlightened book with a message for us all.


Louise Segui, Holistic Physiotherapist, Reiki Master-Teacher of 2Evolve Wellbeing Centre & Hale Clinic


If ever there was a love story that needed to be told, this is quite simply it. The mere fact I was vigorously turning pages into the night and way past 3.00am firmly says it all. I was hooked. As an author, Helen Jane Rose writes with such authenticity she represents ‘the voice’ of many women in her main character’s fearful predicament. To Fear, With Love hits all the pressure points when it comes to dealing with terror in a so-called ‘loving’ relationship. With frightening overtones masking visual scenes of grandeur and luxurious opulence, one firmly believes Alice has really paid the price, quite literally. However, it’s the buckets of justice against all odds and the perfect ending that makes it a must read for those in search of self-discovery, spiritual healing and courage to find their way out.


As cliché as it sounds, the power of love, in all its capacities, really can conquer all in more ways than we give it credit for. I loved the book and so many others will too. Helen Jane Rose is most definitely the female author to watch out for this year.


Kate Marshall, Freelance Writer, Editor and Producer
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In dedication to Alice Bailey
For holding the vision of a unified world and encouraging others to do the same, through inner reflection and outward action, to bring about solutions to humanity’s biggest problems.
Her ageless wisdom is very much alive today through the Lucis Trust which she founded in 1922 with husband Foster Bailey.
The trust is on the Roster of the United Nations Economic and Social Council. The fictional character in To Fear, With Love is not in any way based on the life and work of Alice A. Bailey.


In tribute to Princess Diana
In remembrance of her living kindness and compassion and her legacy that united the hearts of nations.









“There are two basic motivating forces: fear and love. When we are afraid, we pull back from life. When we are in love, we open to all that life has to offer.”


John Lennon









“I believe that every single event in life happens as an
opportunity to choose love over fear.”


Oprah Winfrey










PART ONE


The Prelude







I
The Interview (a journalist’s perspective)


I wanted to make her feel as comfortable as possible. She looked so regal sitting there poised on the edge of the sofa. My long-held ambition to interview Alice Bailey was finally coming true – she was sat opposite me ready to tell the truth about her past and share some of her most intimate thoughts.


As she smiled, her whole face lit up and I wondered if it was possible for someone to look and be as graceful as this beautiful woman. I still wasn’t sure where to start. Night after night I had thought about what to ask her. I needed to cover her life and particularly her earlier years – simple enough yet complex considering how much she had achieved.


I decided to work backwards; if for no other reason than I knew so much about her later years, but her past I’d only ever read snippets about. I don’t know why I was worrying so much, after all she had agreed to the project and knew she needed to be open about some of the traumatic times in her life. I felt so excited to be interviewing her and still couldn’t believe that Alice Bailey was sitting in front of me. I’d met many a celebrity through my job and quite honestly had never been star struck, but this was different. This was someone who had been made famous for wanting to make a difference to people’s lives and the respect I held for her was far greater than any other famous person I had ever met before. She was always so passionate and full of life and I found her enthusiasm infectious. She had been such an inspiration to me and I knew there were millions of others who felt the same way. You only had to look at the television ratings to realize that whenever she was interviewed she commanded a huge audience. People wanted to hear honesty and that’s what they got with Alice Bailey. There was no PR spin, she never worried about what she should or shouldn’t say, she just told the truth – and yes sometimes it was brutal but that made the viewing all the more interesting.


It was a strange feeling knowing that we were going to spend the next four days together, and I wondered how much time she would need away from my voice recorder. As I set everything up I watched her staring out of the window, sipping delicately on her tea. She was a strange mix of someone extremely gentle yet stronger than anyone else I had ever met before. It was an inner strength rather than an outward show of muscle – an inner resolve that would stop at nothing to achieve her goals. She cared little about what people thought of her, and I couldn’t help thinking that was the very reason that had drawn people to her in the first place.


“I don’t want to waste any of your time, Alice, are you ready to start?” I asked bringing her attention back into the room.


I’d been stung too many times by faulty equipment to rely on just one portable recorder. I checked my back-up was in working order and pressed play – it was too good an opportunity to miss even a word.


“Were you told that I only agreed to do this if you were the one interviewing me? I don’t mind who does the final editing but I do care who I spend four days with. I’ve always admired your work,” she said looking directly at me.


I was taken aback. I had no idea that she had specifically requested that I do the interviewing. I knew we were breaking new ground by a newspaper publishing an autobiography, but assumed I had been given the job based on my fascination with her. Not for one minute did I suspect she had actually asked for me.


“No one told me that you’d specifically asked for me. I’m really flattered. I don’t understand why they didn’t tell me.”


“I’m sure I ruffled a few feathers and know who they had planned for me. I found an hour in his company difficult enough, let alone four days. I’m afraid I have a bad reaction to big egos. He’s the epitome of a Mr. Know-It-All and I hate the way he shouts at everyone across the office. It’s as if he believes his job title gives him the right to treat everyone with contempt. Do you know who I’m talking about?”


“You’re talking about the deputy editor, aren’t you?” I said hesitantly hoping she wasn’t talking about someone else.


“Don’t you think he’s like a little man that needs to feel big by putting everyone else down all the time? There’s a lady too that works alongside him who actually seems more of a vulture than he is?”


“I know exactly who you mean – Sarah Danes. Most of us are frightened of her. I’ve always just accepted that their attitude’s what’s needed to get the paper out,” I said flippantly, wanting to move the conversation on.


“So you believe that ruling with an iron fist is the way to motivate people and get the best out of them?” she said sounding slightly irritated.


“To be honest I’ve never really thought about it. Since the day I started in this industry I’ve always come up against bosses who manage like tyrants. I’ve just come to accept it.”


“Do you enjoy your job?”


“When I’m out of the office interviewing people I love it. I get stressed when I’ve spent too much time at my desk. Part of me would have walked a long time ago but it was always my dream to work on a national – I’d feel like a failure if I left now. I guess it just goes with the job?”


She seemed to have a knack of getting you to open up without even realizing you’d done it. Before I had thought about what I was saying I had answered her, and felt unprofessional as a result – yet I trusted that she would keep the information to herself.


“You write with passion, is that your motivating factor for being a journalist?”


“I suppose so. To be honest I just see it as a job I’m good at.”


“You must be aware of some of the changes that have come about because of your features?”


“It does make me feel good, but also despondent. Really I’m making no difference at all.”


“That’s not true. Think of how many people you’ve helped just through what you’ve written so far.”


“If you put it like that then I guess it’s true. But I never really thought about journalism as being able to help people?” I said, feeling a bit stupid.


“Why not?” she said seeming surprised.


“Because we’re all too obsessed with getting a good story and then getting it to print as quickly as possible. It’s so cutthroat and I can only write about what’s going to sell. No one’s really interested in feel good stories – they want the gory details of the latest murder or info about the most recent round of job casualties. ”


“Do they?” she said raising her eyebrows as she spoke.


“I sense sarcasm in your voice,” I said smiling at her.


“We’re at a point where every page in every paper talks of doom and gloom. Where’s the balance? Is it all that bad, is there really nothing to be excited about or look forward to? Are we really a nation that’s depressed? Where are the voices trying to raise that negativity, trying to show the positive aspects of life? Newspapers are so quick to fire the blame at other people but where’s their responsibility in all of this? If I’d just lost my job would I really want to be reminded of how bad life was, or would I want to be uplifted and given a glimmer of hope?”


“You know the nickname that flies around the office about you?” I asked tentatively, hoping I didn’t sound rude.


“Little Miss-Fix-It?” she said the second after I’d finished speaking.


“I thought that was just an in-house tag that everyone wished they could use about you, but can’t.” I was surprised that she knew.


“I know that I’m treated with contempt by many influential people, but I couldn’t care less. I can’t live without meaning in my life, it’s up to them how they view what I do.”


“I admire the fact that they don’t dare print anything negative about you,” I said, hoping she would explain why.


“And why do you think that is?”


“It’s one that’s baffled me. We’re so quick to attack anyone that tries to do something good, but with you it’s different.”


“That’s because your publisher and a few others within the paper are good friends of mine. They’re loyal to me and genuinely like what we’re doing. There are many people out there who want to see change and are covertly backing what we do – even people in the government who publicly argue against us, privately feed us information. Sorry, I’ve sidetracked us. Where do you want me to start?”


“So much has gone on for you of late. I obviously read about Sam committing suicide, is that something you’d be happy to talk about?”


“I don’t mind talking about it but I don’t want it to be the focus of the book. What he did was atrocious and he deserved to be put in prison. The fact that he committed suicide was a way out from facing up to what he had done. His temper could get so out of control that I used to be frightened of how far he’d go to vent his anger on me. Can you imagine living like that? Scared that the person you’re married to could be the very same person that could end up killing you? I lived silently in fear of him for many years before I got the courage to leave.”


“I feel uncomfortable delving too much into your private life. Perhaps it’s best for a while that you just talk and I record what you say, if you’re happy to do it that way, Alice?”


“I was given strict instructions to tell all about my journey to supposed stardom and am happy to do so. Isn’t it funny how we’re a nation that’s obsessed with celebrities, but we’re never really told about their inevitable struggles on the path to their success? It’s as if ‘poof’ in a split second they became a pop star or an actor – fame that was just handed to them on a silver plate. People forget that life can be tough for everyone, especially now, and I really want to get that across. We live in a world where most people only dream of what they could become and that’s the problem. Everything takes effort and work; there isn’t a single person that isn’t thrown challenges from life. I wish I knew more about people’s journeys to success. Isn’t a person made interesting by their story, by the path they’ve trodden – by what’s been thrown at them and what they’ve overcome? Isn’t that what it’s really about?”


This woman had a depth to her that I knew I’d find hard to follow. She seemed to have a view of the world that was a far cry from most people’s perceptions, and a strength of character that was so independent that you didn’t dare question her. There was an authority in her voice that made you want to understand everything that she said, but I knew this wasn’t what they wanted for the book. Their aim was to show that Little-Miss-Fix-It had had it rough.


I felt under pressure to focus our conversation or the result of our four days together would end in me out of a job. I could already imagine my editor reading what we had covered so far and throwing the transcript back at me. I had to get to the nitty-gritty so we could logically build a picture of her life.


She was staring at a painting on the wall and looked as if she was in deep thought about it. It was a picture of a naked couple kissing standing facing each other, with the man’s hands on the woman’s breasts. I hadn’t noticed it before and thought it was a bit blatant, but I shouldn’t have been surprised because the place was quirky in every sense. It was her choice of venue for our four days together and I could see why. It had a relaxed, cozy atmosphere, but was very chic at the same time. Incense sticks burned throughout the lobby and huge cushions replaced chairs, whilst the sofas in the bar looked more like beds.


“I love that picture,” she said, as she stood up to get a closer look. “I must ask Madeline where she bought it. It’s a sensual picture isn’t it? Do you enjoy sex?”


I could feel my cheeks going red and my body temperature rise. It wasn’t often that I felt shy or embarrassed but she had completely shocked me. I knew we’d get onto the subject at some point knowing how openly she talked about her sex life, but I hadn’t expected her to focus on me. I was used to asking the awkward questions and didn’t really know how to answer her.


“I suppose so,” I said, trying to say as little as possible. “To be honest I’m too tired most of the time. I guess that’s just what happens when you’re in a long-term relationship?”


“It’s a shame isn’t it? The one thing that relieves stress and brings people closer together is pushed aside whilst we focus on the things that cause us unhappiness and make us feel apprehensive.”


“I think it’s more to do with being exhausted than anything else,” I replied, trying to justify what I had said.


“But aren’t people feeling exhausted because they’ve forgotten how to have fun?”


“Please don’t think I’m being rude but most people don’t have time to think about having fun. Whichever way you look at it life’s a nightmare for most people at the moment, especially from a financial point of view.”


“I understand what you’re saying but sex is magical and ignites passion, and what’s more it’s free!” She laughed as she spoke and her whole face smiled.


“I remember when I loved having sex,” I said opening up a bit more.


“I remember when I hated having sex and now I love it. Sorry I’ve sidetracked the conversation. Do you want to ask me some questions?”


“Do you mind if we talk about Sam?”


“No, fire away.”


“Was it true that Sam had a drug problem? Was he an addict when you first got together?”


“Sam lived life to the extreme. I wouldn’t say he was an addict but he did get more dependent when we moved to St Kitts. If truth be told it was me who was the addict, not him. I used it as an escape but it got completely out of hand and I couldn’t break its hold over me. That’s how I came to view it. I knew I was strong deep down but I felt weak every time I had an urge to boost my mood, which quickly became every day. The goody two-shoes image that’s been created about me isn’t quite true. In a way I’m now thankful for the experience because it drove me to find meaning in my life. When I finally made the decision to get help I was an emotional wreck, and it was really tough at the beginning. I felt patronized and a failure for not being able to control what I was doing – but people who haven’t been in that position can’t understand it. It’s too easy to brand someone as an addict and look down on them, but there’s always a reason why you end up there. No one goes out of their way to become dependent on something they can’t control. I’ve still got a habit that I don’t want to quit – would you mind if I go outside for a cigarette soon?”


“You’ve kept that quiet,” I said, surprised that she smoked.


“Don’t you see what’s happened in the press? It’s as if editors across the country have made a pact to portray me as butter-wouldn’t-melt – but it’s not true. I have my vices and would be the first to admit I enjoy a cigarette. I’m not proud that I smoke but between you and me I like it, and until I don’t I know I won’t be able to give up. If they printed a picture of me smoking it would ruin the image they’ve created. I’d prefer it if they did.”


“Surely if you want to create a different image of yourself you have the power to plant a story or picture in the press?” I said slightly indignantly but not wanting to offend her.


“You know the game better than most – of course it’s possible but in all honesty I play the press just like they play me. I need them to help publicize what we’re doing so I’m careful not to smoke openly, but it’s becoming more difficult.”


“I’m so sorry to cut you off but can we talk about your time living in St Kitts?”


“Yes, of course we can. I know they want sensation with this book but that’s not really why I agreed to do it. I’ve been made into a celebrity and feel I have a responsibility to show people honestly that my rise to fame was anything but easy. I also really want them to realize that anyone in the limelight is a normal person with the same hang-ups, emotions and hurdles as everyone else. My life was really tough and it’s only been recently that things have changed for me. It was a struggle for so long and I even came close to giving up on life completely at one point.”


“Would you be comfortable to talk about that?”


“Yes. I was at a point when my self-esteem was very low. I believed all the brutal things that Sam said about me and had allowed the relationship to deteriorate so badly that if he wasn’t mentally torturing me he was physically attacking me. I felt like a caged bird whose escape was impossible, and all the while I was trying to pretend to the outside world that everything was great. At that point I seriously considered suicide. I was in a catch-22 situation – if I was weak around him he took more advantage of me but if I became strong and stood up to him he became more aggressive. So I decided that being passive was the easiest option, but it ate away at me until the night when I decided that there was only one way out. I’d thought about it many times before, but it was something I only daydreamed about, believing it to be the ultimate escape. I didn’t actually attempt to commit suicide but the thought of trying to plan it woke me up to the reality that I had found myself in. After that I vowed to do whatever it took to get away from Sam. It all happened in a roundabout way, through a friend at the time. He helped me to find the strength to leave Sam and deal with the consequences.”




II
The Book Launch (Alice Bailey’s perspective)
One year on…


I was stunned by how many people were in the room. The lights blinded my full vision, but as I looked around I couldn’t believe how many people had made the effort to turn up. It was a gossip journalist’s dream but no one had come to talk about themselves – or each other. They had come to support my book knowing how much their faces would help.


It was a strange launch that I wanted to get over and done with as soon as possible – the idea being that I read the first chapter of the book to publicize the audio version that was going on sale at exactly the same time, to reach as wide an audience as possible from the outset. I wanted to be mingling but I had a job to do and the publishers wanted more than their money’s worth when it came to promoting my autobiography. I had an agenda too and knew I needed to get maximum publicity out of the evening.


“Oh wow, what a coup. Guess who’s over there?” Stephanie my publicist said trying to whisper in my ear.


“Are you talking about James?” I asked trying to follow her stare.


“Perhaps he’s James to you, darling – to me he will only ever be the ex-president of the United States. This is fantastic, what the hell is he doing here? Surely he doesn’t need the publicity?”


“He’s a good friend of mine, Stephanie. He’s helped us so much. I’m glad he could come, but I wasn’t expecting him to show up, which is why I didn’t say anything to you. They’re not all motivated by fame and money you know. Most of the people you’re looking at want to make some kind of difference. They’ve made their money, endured the fame and now want to give something back to make their lives feel worthwhile.” She looked at me as if I was speaking in another language but I didn’t need her to understand. She had done her job, and everyone standing in front of us – to all their credit – had made the effort to be at my launch.


Of course the event wasn’t without the usual media whores, and I laughed as I saw Chloe Jones working the crowd. She was brilliant at her job. She had the gift of getting anyone to open up to her and had caused a lot of damage as a result. But her infamous thirty-second questioning was beginning to make her job harder, as I watched people deliberately avoiding her. I’m not sure if it was her amazing looks or reputation that had gained her the quotes that most journalists would kill for – but time was definitely running out for her on the celebrity circuit. She had burned too many bridges and I guessed she would soon be reinventing herself. She was so talented yet her arrogance meant she had little respect for anyone, and now it was working against her.


“How the hell did she get in? I swear I checked the list and she damn well wasn’t on it. I’m so sorry. I’ll get security onto her.” Stephanie frantically grabbed for her earpiece, pushing everything else that was on the table onto the floor.


“No, leave her alone. I don’t want to draw any attention to her. She can’t do any harm. Anyone that talks to her knows what they’re in for.”


“But what if she slurs the book?” Stephanie said, seeming agitated that she wasn’t in control.


“Don’t worry about that. She’s not here for the book. She’s after celebrity gossip and has come to the wrong place. She’s the least of our worries – look who’s over there.” As I pointed to Henry Dent from The New York Times Stephanie sounded like she was on the brink of an orgasm.


“Oh my God, oh my God, wait until Hilary knows that he’s here. Oh my God, I just can’t believe it. Oh my God.”


“It’s not that great if he doesn’t like what he’s read Stephanie.”


“Oh come on, Alice, he wouldn’t be here unless he liked the book.”


“That’s not true. He’s been known to turn up at a book launch, appear impressed, and then pull apart the book.”


“I think you’ll find that’s only happened twice. When he bothers to show up it’s a sign of his respect for the author.”


“You are up on your critics,” I teased. “You’d hope I would be, wouldn’t you?”


The launch was a bigger success than I ever expected, and seemed to move seamlessly from a night I was silently dreading into one that I didn’t want to end.


When I woke up the following morning I regretted how much I had drunk. I could vaguely remember the evening, and the stench that wafted up from the lounge reminded me that the party had definitely finished off in our London apartment.


“You ok?” Mark whispered. “That was a heavy night.”


“Christ, I feel awful. I think if I try and get up I’ll be sick,” I said, trying half-heartedly to raise my head off of the pillow.


“I knew how drunk you were when you told everyone left at the bar to come back to ours. Do you remember being at the bar?”


“I think so,” I said sheepishly. “Was it me that invited everyone back?”


“Yes. It wasn’t going to be me, knowing that we had to be out by 7:30.”


“Why didn’t you stop me? Thanks for looking out for me, we’re supposed to be a bloody team,” I said sarcastically.


“How could I have stopped your fun? You were having such a good time.”


“I’m surprised Stephanie hasn’t called in with the papers.”


“She’d know better than to do that. It’s only 6:00.”


“Oh God, I need at least another two hours’ sleep.”


“Sorry, sweetheart, you need to get up. We’ve got to be at that production meeting in an hour and a half.”


“I can’t face it. Christ, my head’s hurting.”


“It was the shots that did it. I said to you don’t do anymore but you gave me that look: the ‘Alice is doing whatever she likes tonight’ stare. So I let you get on with it.”


“I so wish you hadn’t. Have we really got to go and talk about a bloody televised book reading? It’s the strangest thing I’ve ever been asked to do. Are people really going to sit and listen to me reading my bloody autobiography?”


“They must believe they will or you wouldn’t have been asked to do it?”


“Can you imagine how boring it’s going to be recording it, let alone for the people watching it?”


“Let the commissioning editor decide on that. He must believe it will work or he wouldn’t be wasting his time.”


“I suppose so.”


“You’re a familiar, warm face and people need hope and comfort now. It’s not as abstract as you think.”


“It’s going to feel like storytime for bloody adults. I just can’t see it working.”


“Wait until the production meeting to see exactly what they’ve got in mind. I bet there’s a creative spin to it.”


“Can you imagine if they want to put me in front of a fire? It’s going to be the most cringeworthy thing I’ve ever done.”


As we arrived for the meeting I was surprised by how many people were sitting in the room. I couldn’t resist being sarcastic. “Good morning,” I said loudly making sure I caught everyone’s eye. “This feels cozy. Who says entertainment’s been hit badly?”


I sat down and leaned into Ben, the commissioning editor. “Are all these people really necessary? I thought we would be discussing everything privately between ourselves.”


“I hope you don’t mind but I wanted to get everything agreed this morning so I do need everyone here. I’m right in thinking you’re willing to commit to this 100 per cent?”


“Yes, I said I’d do it, but under the provision that you’ll be flexible about the recording time. It’s impossible for me to commit to a bulk recording, but yes I want to work with you, if you really believe it’s going to be good viewing for people?”


“People want to be uplifted and inspired and you’re our answer to that, Alice. Even if they’ve read your book, to hear and see you actually reading it is a different matter altogether. Your interviews alone pull in audiences no one else gets close to at the moment, so yes I know it will work and yes we’ll talk about the flexibility issue.”


Ben went around the table introducing us to everyone. There were four of us compared to about twenty of them. Mark was sat next to me, to his left was my literary agent and to my right was my assistant, Pippa. She was brilliant at her job and filled in all the gaps where I lacked. Organization wasn’t my strong point, and I was often in awe at the way she arranged and managed things. She was discreet, but knew her job and the boundaries between us.


“What we propose is that you read about five chapters per program, and to give viewers something more we end each program with an interview. You talking candidly with an interviewer discussing an aspect of the book that you would have just read out. People are always interested in hearing what you’ve got to say so we’re very keen to run with the interviews as well.”


“That sounds fine to me. At least we’ll be giving people more than just the book. Who’s going to do the interviewing?”


“We want to suggest Amis Moore.”


“Alice is never going to have time to do the readings and be interviewed by him,” Pippa interrupted.


“We’ll keep him under control,” Ben assured her.


“And how do you plan to do that?” I asked.


“He’ll be under strict time instructions. We can put it in a contract if it makes you feel more comfortable?”


“I like Amis, but do you really think he’s the right man for this?”


“Don’t you think we’ve thought about that,” sparked up a lady in the far right corner.


“I’m sure you have, but my job is to think about Alice, and we all know how long Amis likes to cross-question for. I think you’ll remember how long he took when we returned from Iran. It was only out of courtesy that we let him carry on for as long as he did,” Pippa said, sounding irritated.


Ben had been in the game for long enough to know that he needed to interject as quickly as possible before he was on the losing foot. “Look, Alice…”


“Pippa’s got a point, Ben. Amis is a fantastic interviewer, but is he really right for this? Isn’t his time better spent grilling politicians?”


“I know what you’re saying, but the combination of you and him on TV is definitely a winner, Alice.”


“So how much extra time are you asking for? Surely you’re about to double the time we originally agreed to?” Pippa asked.


“We want to run a 10-week series for an hour and a half a week. We’ll dedicate an hour to the book and half an hour to the interview. Ideally we want to do all the interviews in one hit. We’ll decide with Amis the questions and then he’ll fire them at you, Alice, over a day. Would you be happy to get all the interviews done in one day?”


“I’d rather do it in a day if you really think it will work with Amis? I’m willing to give it go.”


The conversation went on for another two hours and by the end we had agreed to go ahead with the program with Amis being the interviewer.


We left the meeting and headed to the countryside to spend some valuable time with our children. I felt humbled to have such amazingly supportive parents and as far as the boys were concerned, Grandma and Grandpa’s house was their home too. They loved being there and when Mark and I had to be away in London, or abroad I never felt like we were compromising their childhood by them staying with my parents. On the contrary, they gained so much from being around two people who loved them as much as we did, perhaps giving them far more attention than we could ever afford. We never talked about the boys publically and kept them out of the limelight in an attempt to keep their lives private, which meant that time apart from them was inevitable. I couldn’t wait to see them and knew our time together would go too quickly.


A few days of rest and fun felt like hours and before we knew it we were saying goodbye to the boys to start another week of book-launch mania.


Within three hours I was back in London and heading to the hotel in Knightsbridge to meet Amis. He really was a man of many words and I knew it was in my interest to stick to his questions and not deviate in any way. We had always got on well in the past but I couldn’t help thinking he was better suited to a subject matter much meatier than I could offer him today.
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